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She laughed. " Among your old friends you will soon
forget this room and me."

"No." He put his large hand over her slight, pale
one. "No, I shall never forget you, Natasha."

"Perhaps, when the war is over, I shall come to
London and see you."

"That would be very jolly. I should love to show
you London."

The thought of her in the surroundings that were so
dear to him momentarily filled his mind. . . . Natasha
in Piccadilly, or driving along Whitehall; Natasha at the
London routs, in the well-known stately houses that were
his world; Natasha, loveliest of all those lovely women,
elusive, distinguished. . . . There would be whispers',
nudgings, hurried comments. "The new Lady Norton
Fitzwarren. . . ." He would be so proud of her.. ..

He came back to earth.

Damn!

" What were you thinking of? " she asked him softly.

" Just nonsense," he replied.

"Nothing else?"

He rose. "Nothing else. Nothing but nonsense. I
day-dream like a boy lately."

Looking at his watch,

"I may come and see you to-morrow?"

She nodded.

" You will be alone?"

"Yes."

Her eyes were suddenly full of sadness. Bending over
the chair on the arm of which she still sat, he took her
hands in his.

The deep eyes closed for a moment, then she pushed
him gently away from her.

" Good-bye," she said. . . .